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all Conferences were "good" Conferences. Never*
theless Mosley was a new and an unusually powerful
challenger; the Conference might be not nearly so
good as usual. In the agreeable flutter of anticipa-
tion which precedes a Conference it even seemed as if
it might not be good at all.

Mr. MacDonald came to Llandudno that Monday
harassed by a private grief. Early on the Sunday
morning, before the newspapers were out, Malcolm
had rung us up from Chequers to say that the
R.IOI had crashed. Lord Thomson had perished in
the flaming wreckage, and Lord Thomson had for
some while been the Prime Minister's close friend
and confidant. Mr. MacDonald was still dazed by
this blow. His hair had whitened during the night.
He had been driven down from London at breakneck
speed. Not that that was unusual. He loved speed,
or rather, perhaps, danger. He was always flying,
but what he liked best was to fly in really stormy
weather. There was a day during the Election of
1931 when the weather was so bad that the Con-
tinental air traffic ceased, no R.A.F. machines were
up, and over the length and breadth of England
there was only one plane flying. In it was a solitary
passenger, the Prime Minister. He liked driving
fast too. And this time he had come down from
London in four and three-quarter hours. His
attendant police car arrived an hour and a half later.

The swelling tragedy of unemployment too
rested heavily on his shoulders. He knew that what
was bad would yet be worse. The state of the
Unemployment Insurance Fund was already dis-
turbing all who knew the facts. Here and there it